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Having hunded the yellow envelope to Rowena
(he siation agent from Middle Village advanced
1o the stove and spread his hands over it.  The

had been brougl® from the station
sbove bim, for there was no office under his
cbarge. All suck documents came to him sealed.
1 sy all such, but ¢ind® his installation in bis
gresent place be had only had two 1o deliver
¢ to this one, He had remained until he
discovered what were the cantents of each.
He told his wife, privately, that he *hedn’t any
n bol carting round them messages without
finding out what was in "em.”

Now, 88 he stood over the stove, bo enid he
'h.ﬂ'd it wan't death. It had been death in

other two.”

Ars. Tuttle and Saral Kimball were grratly

Iven Rowenn shared their alarm, ul-
shoughi simoe her murringe she had found that
many people sent telesrams almost as they would
swnd letters.  Keats had o wayv of sending her
o word in that manner during any short absence.

She tore op'n the enclosure aud ran her eve
down the lines. Her face wis so caim that the
st of the furnily vengured to breathe.

«Is there anything tg pay for yvour troubl»
she asleed of Mr. Jenks.

But Mr. Jenks was o absorbed in wonderinz
pow be ehould find out what was written on
¢hat bit of paper, sa that he counld teil his wife,
yat, instead of replying, he gaid:

=] guess it can’t be a death.”

«¥o," said Rowena, “ it isn't a death.”

she took her purse from her pocket. Even the
station agent saw that she was not going to tell
gim . more. Perceiving this he wmentally rised
his price for his trouble half a dollur,

Bé rubbed his hands together.

« [ was ruther busy this mornin’.” he said. *and
# hendered me a good deal havin' to tackle up
q' come over here. It was paid up to the other
giation. My hill "1l be "bout &1 50.7

He was prepared to be haggled with. His
¢charges for evervthing were always so preposter-
ous that people fought them. Bui Rowena
silently extended the money.

<] hope you will bring over the trunks to
”.' ghe said

“Well"—he straightened out his leg that he
pight pull his pocketbook from its resting place—
] &' know ‘bout that. It'll depend some on the
wather. It 'd be kind of er pull if the snow
jepe getherin': 'n' 'd he ruther expensive for

—

*Good morning,” said Mrs. Bradford. When
she had been Rowena Tuttle she could never have
spoken in that way. Her faee had a look of
indifferent scorn. too, which made her sister, Sarah
Kimball, who wns watehing the interview, almost
beathless with envious admiration.

“What ' said Mr. Jenks, as if he could not be-
lieve his ears.

=(Good worning,” repeated Rowena.

She turned away. Mr. Jenks moved slightly
in his place. Then he walked out of the room.

“I'm glad you done it!" cried Sarah Kimball.
*That old Jenks has the name of bein' the mean-
est old skunk in Middle Village."

Mrs. Tuttle shook her head. * 'Tain't well to
offend folks,” she rematked. She had a whole-
some dread of what ghe would have ealled * the
speech of people.”” She had suffered a good deal
from it when her daughter left home to go 1o
Boston. She did mot feel as if ahe conld hear
mnch more of it.  And vet she also was proud, ns
she saw ahe attitnde Rowena had assumeg. Bhe
supposed that “ hein' out in the world made
ooe like that"

She also was curious abont the telegrum.

now vy the window, with tlhe sorap of 4
paper beld closely in the hand that had fallen to
her side.  She could see the profile of her face.
The shut mouth and droop of eyelid had a sad-
ness that was tender. The look eomehow pierced
the mother's heart. Was it bad news that had
eome? She longed to ask, but she kept silent.
She made @ sign of repression to Sarah Kimball,
who had been noisily washing diskes on the
arrival of Mr. Jenks, and who had resumed her
peoupation.

snddenly Rowena left the window and walked
to her mother, She held out the paper in ber
hand.

“You meedn't worry for fear
bad,” she said in a very low voice.

Mms. Tuttle drew the spectacles from the top
of ber forebead down to the bridge of her nose.
She saw that the message was dated in London.
There were very few words to it.

“You must be in your old home now. My love
to you always—always" It was signed * Keats
Dradford.™

Mrs. Tuttle read the lines slowly twice over.
She lifted her eyes to her daughter's face,

“Did he send that from London ?" she asked.

*Yes."

The old woman was conscious of a softening of
beart toward Mr. Krudford.

“1t must have eost a lot of money.,” she said,
“Aml it sounds somehow as if he kind of missed
you. Do vou s'pose hie does? Of course he let
you come without him, or yon wouldn't have
Yome p

The old bitterness in her estimate of Bradford
wes pereeptible now in her words and voice.

“Mother," eried Rowena, * why are you so hard
toward Keats? 1 alwaye feel like defending him
whenever you speak hix mame.”

“1 ain't bard to him," retorted Mrs. Tuttle
*You needn't go to thinkin’ that.”

“But you have never liked him,” said Rowena,
smowfolly. * Don't you think o1

it's anything

he knows itf
“How foolish you tallk!" responded Mrs. Tut-
e, “RBut"—in extenuation of the feeling she
tild not deny—" you know he ain't exactly one
o sur kind, apd T will own I don’t never feel
lly 4 liome with him,  But, merey sake! 1

' Jou don't think Yve got nothing uagainst

“I'shouli hope not,” proudly said Rewena.

1o the Borrom of her heart she felt o sort of
relief ) plessure in defending her husbamnd,
Sbe buf » fuint ides thut In this defence <he wus
meking yn xtonement.

8o fBung up her head amd said in o louder
Yulee, w0 thnt Sarsh Kimball at the sink heard
histiney)y

“You think 1 ought not to lmve come hom® with-
o1t him, You Llame him: for that, Blame me, then,
I'_ was 1 wlo insisted upon coming. Hesides,”
:"" o lanih whielh had a sgound of bitterness in it,
hushands unid wives ony in the great world are
POt s devated to esels other that one cannot
Bme to Amerien anil the other stay behind.”

It was this note tin Rowena's presence which
Surprissd and alarmed her mother: the note of
Einiclan, of something sbe had never detected in
her ohild bafore, She looked up with simple love
1&1:, ber daughter's fare.

There, there,” alie saiil.
talk wny more nhont ir."
How couldd she coufess that she was hurt still
S What she [elt 1o be s lack of confidence?
ds for Rowena, she was almost frightened at

J tumultuous gloom which enme inte her soul
When she hud pictured her home-coming she had
bictured only joy at seeing the dear ones, relief
it escaping trom an wtmosphere which she wildly
declured 10 herself hnil becowe unéndurable,

Now she went and st down by iLhe stove,

The boys had gone 10 echool. The low-framed
was dark from the storm which still kept
"P its constant phrieking apd liowling, sud whieh
Memed g §1 i might continue for weeks, She
*uld not go out and stroll wlong the familiar
WA Probably even the trunks would not come
p ' present.  Fheir wrrival would bave oreated
‘wme divergion,

* Mr. Tuttle had pinned w little shawl over her

!c‘“"'- and had gore into the buttery * to mix,”
Sald.  Marmadnke was pasing the time in

It
“.

“1 gurss we won't

She glanced gllently at her dguﬁ_h,teﬁ who Was {same blinding
aanumg

clapse bafore she could go 1o hed again. She
could not go inte another room for more than
the briefest stop on account of the cold; she
could mot go out of doors.  But she alfeady began
to contefuplate another visit to the barn at noon
to ﬂf"d the horse! That would be something
to do.

After o few minntes her sister came and sat
down near her. She had o pan of “Greenings”
and o short, sharp kunife. Sle also had a large
earthen dish inte whieh to put the pared snd
quartered apples,

Rowena looled eritieally at the vouthfnl face
and figure, Sarah Kimball seemed scores of
years yvounger than she hersell was,

“It is quite sabgurd to call you like me,” she
remarked, presently,

Sarah Kimball looked disappointed.

“1 never s'posed T conld be like you,” she
said, “though a good many do say so.”

“You are o thousand times prettier.™

CORY oli!™ blushing deeply.

“Are you golng to be n dressmaker ””

“1 expeet so. [ ean't teaclk school: 'o’ 1 kind
of hanker to eut 'n' fit.”

“Then 1 ehould eertainly ent*’n' fir,"

The sisters looked at each other and laughed.

“1 gneas Marthy S, Il be real mad if I dress-
make, "

“Is Marthy S, just the same "

“ Fxactly. Ain't it funny that she alwnye
savs ghe's well acqueinted with Mr. Bradford, and
that—""

Here Sarah Kimball stammered aod stopped in
ronfusion’

“ And that T ain’t good nough for him.” finished
Rowenpa.

“Yps, she does: but how'd you know?" in
great wonder,

“ Because 1 know Marthy S." was the answer.

Sarah Kimball's fingers flew round the apples
and the apple-skins fell fast into the pan. She
gaid that the boys conld never have enough apple
sauce. She told a great deal of the neighborhood
fews in answer to Rowens's questions. [t frans-
pired that Miss Hancock had been noticed hy
Deacon Roper who had buried his second wife,
There was great and general interest felt as to
whether the deacon would really take the dress-
maker or not, but no discussion as to whether
she would allow herself to be taken. That the
woman, like Barkis, is willing is alway= taken
for granted.

Sarah Kimball told how she thut was Georgie
Warner and who was now Mrs. James Townshend,
had come near losing her boy by scatlet fever.
She also related how Mrs. Townshend had won
the prize for the most intricate pattern of Y-
quilt at the eattle show for the last three years.
Her bed-quilts beat everything. Mr. Townshend
was serabhbling and saving! e was already get-
ting hefore-handed.

Rowena at last began to feel her brain reeling
with this sudden return 1o the life whose details
ghe found she had reslly almost forgotten, al-
though she thought she liad remembered them,
What, she had remembered were the love, the
pleasant, wholesome things.

Sarah Kimball grew more and more at home
with this sister of whom she was so proud
She  prattled  on, revealing her  shallow
nature, her good humor, her Yaniee shrewil-
ness, her love of finery. She eonldn't
wait, she declared, *for them trunks.” She
wanted to see Kowena’s ® things.” She “s'posed
Paris things mmet beat everything els® all holler.”
She proposed that, if the storm should let up”
any that she and Rowena should harness the old
horss inte the wood sled and go over to the
station after the tronks. It would he great
fun. Tt wns only three miles. And then “old
Jenks would be Jewed out of the pay for bring-
ing them over.” .

To her gurprise and joy Rowena entered heartily
into this scheme. Then the two went round to
the different windows and peered out. Still the

In her growing desperation and alarm av her
own emotions Rowena was almost ready to pro-
pose that they should go even if the storm con-

tinued,
Mrs. Tuttle saw the illsubdued fire in Rowena's

eves, She tried to cheer them both by saying
that * mehby at noon it would begin to clear.”

And at noon the clouds parted, much to the
elder woman's surprise. The sun shone, the
blue heavens were very blue.

The mother much deplored the fact that Nathan
Henry bad earried his dinner to school, or he
could have harnessed for them. But Rowena had
already seen enongh of Nathan lenry io he glad
he was not at home to retard matters

The two ploughed their way to the barn. It
was hard work getting. the sled round so that the
horse could be put into it, hut thers was a great
deal of vigor and decision about Sarah Kimball's
efforts: and she was thinking of * them trunks.”

Rowena worked as she had mot done  sines
before she left home. She tore the skin from
one hand, she floundered in the drifts; her leet
ached with the cold. But she forgot that haflling
headache which had seemed 1o come without
CANse.

Over in England, Keats Bradford was not as.
sisting in any such &cene.

He was standing at the window of one of the
elubs mueh frequented hy Americans. His hands
were thrust into his pockets nnd he was scowling
absently out into the busy street.

Some one clapped him on the ghoulier. His
seow! rather inereased, for he did not relish being
clapped on the shoulder,

« Hullo, Bradford,” said a husky, good-natired
voiee, * doosid glad to see vou 1his side the Channel,
Didn't know you wer ever going to leave Paris.
When did you come?”

“A week ago”

“ Hope Mrs, Bradford’s well 7 )

“ Thanks : she is very well.”

& Glad to hear it. ' call on her,
vou putting up "

Bradford uow turned for the first time fully
toward his interlocutor.

“1 don't think you'll eall on her at present,”
he said. What he really said was pwesent.”

The other man grew red.

“ Peeause,” went on Bradford slowly: “she is
not in England.”

“18 that so? Where
vou, my dear fellow.”

" Pradford shrank impereeptibly, but he replied :

“She is in Middle Village”

“Where 'n the douvse is Middle Village ™

“In the wilds of America,”

«“ Don't talk about the wilds of Ameriea
know D'm an American myselr”

« Then 1 congratulate Amerien,” remarked Brad-
ford with great appareut earnestness.

His companion could not sweir as he wanted
to do. His smile, however, was ruther stiff.

As a connteyman of ours may have the appear
anee of any uationality. almost, it may be well 10
state That Robert Soule looked in every way like
s typieal Frenchman: thot is, according to what
used to be our idens of such a person. He wos
gmnll and alert: he wos dark of lmir, eyes? and
skin, Me wore an * imperinl® and o long, eare.
fully waxed mustache.  Ie hud & great
manuer, especinlly in the presence of ladies, when
this manner all seemed to. merge into a tonching
devotion. This appearunce of devotion mnde the
men who saw it want to pick him up and throw
him out of the room. But it had an altogether
different efleet on the wowen. Soule was keen
and what we eall “smart.”  He had made liis owa
fortune, wade it on Wall-st. ten years before. He
had been smart envueh when it was made to with-
draw Immediately and completely from that street.
He had gone to Paris and lhind remained in that
city ever since.  He was now forty. When he had
first come abroad be had put an accent over the
last letter of his name) but he had dropped that
now. He loved art,  He talced nogrent denl uhont
it. He oftem declared that if le hoed not been
abliged to make his fortune, he shonll have been
& painter. -

1o was througih Bralford’s cousin, Miss Phil.
Tipps, that Soule bedmme aceuainted with the Brad-
fords. ~He was inithedliately greatly interested in
Mre. Bradford's work, and, perhaps, in Mrs. Brad-

Where are

is she? Condole with

You

ford herself, 1t was he who wrote that very dis-

deal of |

!l the lougings of Mr. stevensen.
| out, ws le was sutivring from s bad cold.

oriminating notice «f her first picture in the Salon.
It was the only article smong the many that were
written that really pleased the maker of the piet-
uee. Not that he gave upmixed praise, but that
he had penetrated her very mood nod inteatien.
There s nothing more sunoying to & painter or
writer than to be praised indiscriminately.

It was several months before Mrs. Bradford
kugw that Soule had written that eriticism. fle
was in her studio.  leadford himsel! was lounging
and reading at one end of the room. At the other
end Squle was looking over some sketehes that
Rowena hud made long ago of fields and pastures
in her old home. She said something that re-
vealed lher vivid pleasure in what Soule had
written,

He looked up with that flashing smile he had,
but e sald nothing,

* You wrote it!" exelaimed the artist.

She was deeply gratified. She held out
hand in her frank, unaffected way. Soule
not o Frenelmso and he would not kiss
hand.  He grasped it for s moment. y

"‘Il'm glad 1o huve pleased you,” he said fer-
vently.

“ Keats,” said Rowena after their visitor had
zane, " it was Mr. Soule who wrote that we liked
su well about my pictnre in the Salon.”

- She was surprised and displeased ot the expres-
siun which cume over her hushand's faee ne
e heard ber. But the look wus banished in-
stantly, He smiled enther comstrainedly. _

“| believe Sonle does know what he is talking
about when he talks of art,” he responded

* Yes, indeed,” said Rowenu, * 1 prize his good
opidon wore than I ean tell”

Bradford closed his  book. He rose to his
feet.  There was something that puzzled his wife.
She thought he was ﬁuiug to make some remark,
but he did not, le only looked at her a
moment. She met his eyes with her own elear
guze.  Le put his haud on her shoulder.

’ “Oh, Rowenn!® he exclaimed in his gentlest
ane,

Then hie turned back to his book and she went
to _her canvas.

It was this scene in the atelier in Paris that
rose before Bradford when Soule spoke to him
in the elubroom in London. He could not under-
stand why just thnat seene, of all the times when

her
Wik
her

Soule had been with them, should come up so
distinetly,

“No oeeasion for congratulating America,”
responded Soule with perfecs goold temper.  * But,
seriously, tell me where Middle Village is. My
pussage s engaged by the next Conarder.
will give me a great deal of pleasure to eall on
Mrs. Bradford.”

Bradford langhed. He was amused at the
thonght of Robert Soule in the Tuttle farm.
hanse, in winter too, © But he would adapt him-
self, “ let alone Soule for that,” he thought.” There
is nothing so duetile and adaptable on the face of
the earth ws an Ameriean who might pass for a
Frenchman.”

lle gave minute directions for traveling to
Middle Village. When he had finished he sald
“ 1 suppose you'll be running over soon ™
England country place is when the snow is piled
all about.”

Sounle shivered,

“Wasn't 1 born in such a place ™ he asked.
1 suppose yowll be runuing over soon *”

“Very likely.”

There wus now a finnlity in Bradford's ap-
pearanes which made it necessary for his com-
panion 1o leave him,

It was that afterncon that Bradford sent up
his eard to a eertain parlor in one of the quiet
hotels in o remote part of London. e did not
hinve to wait many minutes hefore a servant came
to conduct him to that parlor, where o lady ros:

to g\r(_-.‘l him.

“Why, Keats!™ ghe &id coming forward amd
putting ous both her hands,

1 suppost | hove as good a right to be in
London ns yvou have,” he angwerer smiling, = And
whatm jolly plaee London 1s, to e sure!”

He sat down aid looked ar his cousing, Miss
Phillipps, who was dressed with sueh extreme
plainness as to be suggestive of he knew not what.
Still Miss I’]u}lippa rould not be otherwise than
Miss Phillipps. She was looking thin, but that
wns customary,  She also had an ascetic appesr-
anee which was nut customary.  There was noth-
ing aseetio in her greeting, however.

“Jolly * sghe repeated.  *You have a look &s
if nothing was jolly.”

es,” he answered., ~1 Lave removed my gay
mask. It isn't worth while to keep it on just for
you, Vanessa™

He sat down in front of the seat she had taken,
He was in truth quite haggard,  She contemplated
him for & moment in silence.

“1& Rowena with vou™ she asked.

“No. Rowena is in Middle Village.”

Having said this, Bradford rose as if something
intolerable were goading him.

Miss Phillipps expressed no surprige.  She leaned
hack in Ler chair and watehed ler consin os
he strode about the room.  She knew that he was
at no paing to coneceal his mood from her. She
guessed also that he had come to her becanse of
that fart.

At Inst she said:

“ 1t is impossible that you fwo ean have quar-
relled.”

“ (b, no, we have never guarrelled.
too friendly for that.™

There was an unpleasant expression on the word
friendly.

He came and stood near her,

“She simply couldn’t endore it any longer,” he
soid,

“And yon?"

“12 with a smile that made his companion's
pulses start, “1 eould endnre torment if she were
only near me.”

“Tiwar Keats!™ in her most sympathetic voies,

“Don't pity me too much or T shall ery like
a woman” he said impatiently. *Did it ever
strike yvou, Vanessa, that T am what vou might eall
wominish 2

We are

L, T il

“Well, T think I am. 1 eling s5 1o Rowena—
to my thoughts and hopes ubout her, to my iden of
what our life might he. 1 ean't seem 10 find dis-
tractions that have anv po Now i 1 were
thoroughly maseuline. don’t you see. [ might tnke

to deinking, or ;::;Ilultlilu!, or to actresses,  Jhut
those things don't interest me in the lenst, Can
you recommend anything, Vanessa, that woeuld

occupy my mind amd be wanly at the same time 27
He smiled with a whimsical wistfulness as he
put this qnestion,

THE COXDUCTOR WoOU'LL XNOU

From The Atlanta Constitutlon,

Colonel Thomns F. Fisher tells another story whick
Is o goud one. Atoag the first rstbronds bullt e the
['nited States wis a Uitle loe abont twenty milles in
lengthh,  In the vourse of thoe o big tunnel e woe
constracted  throngh the same muntve The original
line bwenn merely o biauch Fin Ay Yeurs It
was run i s cheap wuy, with ope Conutive, ole
engineer, and two or three frelht cars,

Finully a2 new  geneenl manager wis  appolinied.
He had not been ln offive but a week whon he sent
for the one lone conductor who had Leld the position
ever since 1he rond was huaih,

“1 wonld Hke to have sour resignation,” sald the
peneral manager, when the conductor sppenred,

=My resignation 17 bejuired the conduciur, lo a<ton

RESIGN,

Doyours.”
r, pray !

= st 1o make some clungs: and gel new
Tlowsd in " wits the genernl moneger= reply.

= | won"t reshn,” pnswered the condactor. :

“Then | will be compelied to discharge vou, n step
which, for your sake, | hond lsoped 1 would be saved
from tnking.”

“Young man, von Wil not discharge me, 1 own
n controliiog interest in the stock of this eailrond aml
elect the preddent and bonrd of dlrectors. 1 shall
have you fired.”

The old conductor did really own the majority of
thwe stock, ond, ws he soid, pot tn his own bosrd of
dlrectars and president.

-

MAXSFIELD AXND S1EVEXSGY,
From The Loston News,

I leard & very gowl story the viber nhirud
Richord Mansfield and Hobert Louls stevenson which
las never been published,  Mansteld was iy London

repat g for his Amedean tour.  There was some
J’mn wlty ju regord to the production of = Dr. Jekyl
anil Mr. Hyde,™ so he fell (bat be ought to meet Mr,
stevenson sl have o thorough understanding in regard
to the matter,  Accordingly. the pext day be sent
& hote 1o Mr. sevenson. wsklug for an  interview.
= Moet me lo-morrow al 10 a. L Was the reply,

The next morning Mr. Mansteld presented himseif
He was unfit 1o be

Huwever,
would be lmproper for hilm to break

be felt tlat 1t
He sent up his cand o Mr. steven

the appolntment.
s, 1 o few moments Lhe servant came down stales,
= Mr, stevenson will see you presently.”

In & few momeats & gentleman entered the room.
Mr. Mansfield arose, thinking he hal met Mr. Steven
suti. e began to cough viclently, and sueezed several
tmes.  When he finished one of his fits of sneexing,
e Joodied up nnd sald: “OL, 1 beg vour papdon,
thionught you were Mr, Sevenson.” "

wNe," sald the gentleman, “1'm Llovd Oshourue.
1 am Mr. Stevensob's frieml.” fullowing
conversation took place :

» You wre Mr, Manstield, 1 presume ™7

“ Yes, that I= my name.”

w Bosutiful day, Mr. Monsfield.”

“ Y, the weather Is charming.
I have an engagement with Mr. stevenson.”
Mansteld aguln bhegins (o cough nud sneese, )

“ You have a bad cold, Mr. Manstiel '

“Yes, a very bad eold. It's your London weather.
1 woitld ke very much to see Mr. stevenson.”

wUl, ¥yes, 1o be sure.  You want to see Mr. Sleveq-
son.  That 15 a very bad cold Mr. Manshicld
« Mr, shourne, | appreciate the fact that 1 have
vers had cold. 1 did noi come here, however, Mr.
Osbourne, to tell you all about my cold.  The faet i,
1 want to see Mr. Blevenson, and as my time |s Hmited
| would like to see him ot onee, 1 am fo sall for
Amerlca fo-morrow and ss | have many engagements
for trdny 1 wani the interview at onee.”  (Mansfleld
:n:aﬁn begins 1o snecze and cough.)

“ Yes, Mr. Munsfield,” sad Mr. “ but
conpr cold yon—

e Well, I)nlll acknowledge agaln thnt 1 have a cold.
It is of great boportanee that 1 arrango thi= nl onee, J
canmol {nlk about my cold all day.”

= ft. )[ril ﬁnn':lnrlll]. I_‘ht cold—

* Dt the cad, I-

cunnot see Mr. Stevenson.
such » cokl, and Mr. Stevenson will
* it is so

,w. '\l‘:ﬂ"l g’; ““ ngaln.

Then the

Bul, Mr. Oshourne,
iHere

Oshiourne,

You
not mesl w

catehing,

RO
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Baking
Powder

ABSOLUTELY PURE

Li t Wholesome Bread-
gI‘Jg:leicioiis Pastry

A Cream of Tartar Baking Powder.

Found

Superior to all others in Strength and Leaven-
ing " Power.—U. S. Government Report.

LINCOLN'S FAITH.

A BIT OF IISTORY OF THE 10T DAYS OF

1861,

1 do not propose & enter inte the vexed ques-
tion of Mr, Lineoln's religious theories—as 1o
whether he was an agnostie, infidel? or otherwise,
teclinically speaking. [ leave that  dismal
bhusiness to these who faney it, or who were nearer
to him, and saw more of him (or thought they
did) personally. But as a homble contribution
to the truth of history, I ventiure to report a re-
markable conversation of his. which seemed fto
me ot the time like o glimpse of his seeret soul;
and T verily believe that it revealed the man
Abraham Lineoln as be then was? really and prac
tieallyy and as he would now like best to be known
to the American people and to maukind.

1t veenrred on Sumday, July 5, 1868—1he Sun-
day after the battle of (iettyshurg—and happened
on this wise : Getrysburg, it will be remembered,
was fought on the 1st, 2d and %0 of July, 1863,
In the great hattle of July 2% Thursday (held by
many to have been the real battle of Gettysburg,
becanse of the heavy fighting and tremwendous
losses, which took the life out of Lee's Armys,
General Daniel E. Sickles, of New.York, am-
manding the Third Corps. bud lost a leg, and on
the Sunday merning llowing he arrived in
Wiashington with ils leg amputated above the
knee.  Ile was taken 1o o private house on Fist,
nearly opposite the Ebbitt House! and here on the
first. floor 1 found him, reclining on o hospital
stretehier, when I called to see him, abont & p.
m. (1 was then Lieutepant-Colonel on his staft,
and patnrally anxious 1o see wmy chict,  We lind
net been talking long, when the ordeily in wt-
tendanee anuvounced the President, and  lnme-
diately afterward Mr. Lincoln appesred. necom.
paniml by “ Tad]” then n lad of perhaps ten or
twelve yvears, e wos stopping ut the Solidiers’
Home, but, having learned of teneral Sickles's
arrival in Washington, rode in on horseback, with
o squad of cavalry as escort, He was clad in
vitizews black olathes. with a tall silk hat, u loug
frock ecoat, and high top-heots with spurs, and
altogetlier
“With his gaunt, gnarled bauds, his unkempt, bristing

halr,
1is garh nncouth, his bearing 11 at ense,
And Inek of all we prize as debonair,”
made shout ns homely and awkward looking a
Liorsemuan as wias ever seel.

He greeted Sickles right cordially and tenderly,
though cheerfully, and it was eusy to see that they
ench held the other in bigh esteem. They were
hoth born politicians: they hoth loved the Union
sineerely and heartily ; and Sickles had already
shown such high qualities both as statesman and
soldier that Lincoln had heen quick to perecive
his weight and value in the great struggle then
shaking the Nation. Besides, Siclklies was a wor
Democrat, astute and able, and Mr. Lincoln was
by far too shrewd a Republican to pass any of
these by in those perilous war days. Greetings
over, Mr. Lineoln dropped into a chair, and, eross-
ing his prodigions legs, soon fell to questioning
Sickles as to all the phases of the combat at
Gettyshurg,  He askedd first, of course, as to Sick-
les's own ghastly wound-when and how it hap-
pened, and how lie wos getting on,—and then passed
on to our other great casuslties there, and how
the wonnded were being eared for, and finally
came to the importanee nnd significanve of the
vietory, and what Meude proposed to do with it
Sickles, recombent on his streteher, with o cigar
hotween his fingers, pufling it leisurely, answered
AMr. Lineoln in detail, and disenssed the great
buttle and its probable consequences with a lIueid-
ity and ability remarkable in his condition then
—enfeebled and exhausted as he was by the shoek
of such o wonnd and amputation.  Oceasionally
lie would winee with pain and call sharply 10 his
orderly to wet his fevered stump with jerwater;
but he never dropped his cigar, nor lost the thread
of his narrative, not overlooked the point of their
disenssion. His intellert eertainly  seemed
strong and astute as ever, and in an acipuaintance
with him of vver a quarter of a century [ never
saw it work wore aceurately and keenly. e oer-
tainly got his side of the story of Gettysburg well
into the President’s mind and heart that Sunday
afternvon, and this doubtless stowd him in good
stead afterward, when Mende proposed to conrt-
martial lim for fighting so magnificently, 4f irvegu-
Inrly, on that bloody July 2. = No,” replied Hon-
est Old Abe: “no, we can't do that! Sickles
way have erred! But ot any mte he fonght
superbly, sod gove his leg—his life almost—for

ns

the Union! And there is glory enough to go
around for all!"
When Mr., Lincolu's inquiries seemed ended

Gieneral Sickles, after o puff or two of Lis eigar
in silence, resumed the conversation substantinlly
us follows:

“Well, Mr. President, I heg pardon, but what
did vou think abont Gettysburg *  What was vour
upinion of things while we were campnigning aud
fighiting up there in P'eansylvania ™

“Oh,” replied Mr. Lincoln, “1 didn't think
mueh about it, 1 was net much concerned about
yon!"

“You were pul ™ rejoined Sickles, as if amagzed.
= Whv, we heard that yvou Washington folks were
a good denl excited, and you eertainly bad good
cause to he.  For 1t was “nip and tuek’ with us
up there o good deal of the time!'

“Yos, 1 know that.  And | suppose some of us
were a little ‘rattled ' Indesid, some of fhe Cabi-
net talked of Washington's being eaptured, and
orderl a gunboat or two here, and even went so
far o& to semd some Government archives aboard,
and wanted me to go, too, but. I refused.  Stanton
anidl Welles, 1 believe, were both ‘stampeded’ some-
what, and Seward, | reckon, too.  But [ said:
No, gentlemen, we are all right, and are going to
win at Gettyshurg)” and  we did, right hundsomely,
No, tieneral Siekles, 1 had no fears of Gettyvs-
burg!”

“ Wby not, Mr. President? How was that?
Pretty mnch everybody down here, we heard, was
more or less panicky.”

“Yes, | expect, wnd a good many more than
will own up now. But aetunlly, General Sickles,
I had no fears of Gettyshurg, and if you really
want to know 1 will tell you why., Of course, 1
don't want von snd Colonel Rusling here to say
anything aboeut this—ut lesst not now. People
might laugh if ft got out, you know. But the
fact is, in the stress and pineh of the campaign
there, I went to my room, and got down on my
knees, and prayed Almighty God for vietory ai
Gettyshurg, T told Him that this was s conn-
tey, and the war was His war, but that we rea ly
eouldn’t stand another I"rvdrriuh}mr; or Chanesl-
lorsville, And then and there I made a solemn vow
with my Maker that if lle would stand by yon
boys at Gettysburg, I would stand by Him

“And He did, and 1 wil! And after this, 1

dos™ know how it was, sud it i not for me

ta explain, but, somehow or other, a sweet comfort
erept into my soul, that God Almighty had taken
the whole thing iuto Hix own hands, and we were
nonnd to win at Gettysbutg!  No, Genoral Sickles,
I had no fears of Gettyshurg; and that is
the why!™

Mr.- Lincoln saild all this with great solemnity
and hupressiveness, almost s Moses might hove
spoken when first down from Sinal, and when he
lhad eoncluded there was a panse in the talk, that
nobody seemed disposed to break. We were all
husy with our thoughts, and the President espe-
ciully sppeared to be communing with the Infinite
One again.  The tirst to speak wis Genera! Sickles,
who, between the puits of his exeellent eigar, pres
ently resimed, as follows :

*“ Well, Mr. President, what are yvou thinkine
abont Vickshurg, nowadays” IHow are things
getting along down there now 2"

“Oh," unswered Mr. Liocoln, very gravelv., =1
don't quite know. Grant is still pegging away
down there, and making som~ beadweay, T believe,
As we used 1o say out in Hlineis, I think he "will
wake a spoon or speil a horn' Dbefure he zets
through. Nome of our folks think him slow and

wint me to remove him,  But, to tell the truth, 1
kind or like 1. S Grant. lle docsn't worry
and bother me. He takes what troops we can
safely give him, considering our big joh all around

—and we have o pretty big job in this war—and,
does the best he can with what he has gol. and

doesn't grumble and Seold all the while. Yes, |
confess, I like General Grant—"Unele Sam Gt "

dwelling humorously aud loviogly on this name).
“There is & great denl to him, lrese and lnst,  And
hieaven helping me, unless spmething happens more
than | see now, 1 wean to stamd by Grant o good
while yet,”

~*Su, then, you have no fears about Vieksburg
either, Mr, President 2" adided General Sickles.

“Well, no: I cun't say that I have,” replied Mr.
Lincoln, very soberly @ = the taet is—but don’t say
suything about this either just now—I have been

raying to Almighty God for Vieksburg, aiso. |1
wve wrestled with Him, und told Him how much
we ueed the Mississippi, and how it onght to flow
unvexed to the sen, and bhow that great valley
ought to be forever free, and | reckon He under-
stands the whole business down there, “rrom A o
Izzard.” 1 huve done the very best I conld to
help General Grant wlong, and all the rest of onr
wenerals, though somwe of them doo’t think se, and
nuw it is kind of horne in on me that somehow
or other we are going to win at Viekéburg, too,
1 van't tell how soon. Bt 1 believe we will.  For
this will save the Mississippi and eut the Con-
federacy in twain: and be in lne with God's laws
besides,  And if Grant only does this thing down
there—I dan’t care much how, so he does it right,—
why Grant is my man and T am his the rest of this
war:

Of conursge Mr, Lincoln did not then know thot
Viekshurg bhad already fallen, on July 4, and that
a United States gunhoar was then speeding its way
up the Mississippi to Cairo with the news that was
soon to thrill the eountry and the civilized world
throvigh and through. Gettysburg and Viekshurg !
Our great twin Union vietories!  What were they
not to us in that fufeful summer of 1863 " And
what would have happened to the American Repub-
lic had both gone the other way® Of course, |
do not pretend to say that Abraham Lincoln’s
faith and prayers saved Gettvshurg and Vieks-
buri. But they certainly did net do us any
harm.  And to him lis confidence in vietory there,
beeause of these, was a comforting and abiding
reality, finsi beautiful 10 behold on that memorable
July 5 1863,

Perhaps it should be added that T made full
notes of this corlversation shortly afterward. and
have often repented it sinee in private eircles, and
now eive it here as literally ns possible—much of
it Ipsissima verba. The talk afterward took a
wirde range, but Mr, Lincoln said nothing eonflict-
ing with the above, and left the profound impres-
ston tpon both General Siekles and mysel! that in
these two great National emergencies he walked
and talked with Jehovah—or at least believed he
did,  Did he not take like connsel on other ocea-
sinns, us hefore Antietam, and Chattanooga, and
Appomattox *  For whatever he may have heen
in earlier years and under parrower econditions,
it seems certain that onr great conflict as it pro-
voeded, invelvime a whole eontinent and a vast
people, with wofld-wide and time-long results,
sobered and steadied him, and anchored him on
God as the Superior Ruler of Nations, as a like
experience soberel and anchored William  of
Orange. and Cromwell, and Washington: aud in
the end Abralam Lincoln beeame a ruler worthy
1+ rank even with these,

JAMES F. RUSLING.
(Bvt. Brig, Gen., Vols |,

HOW THE EAETHS POLL WABBI Es.

From The Boston Advertlser,
The Doston sSclentille Soclety held [ls 6L vorpo-

e meeting at "its rooms, 410 Washington-sr., last
evering, about f0y belng in aitendauee.  De, Perrln
presMed and sSecretary Norton read the call. The

paper for the evening was by S, € Chandler, who di-
eus=l recent discoveries concernlug the earth's rola-
tiom aod the varlation In letiteds,

Me, Chandler's paper was beised on his own obser-
vations made in Cambridge some six yeors sgo. In
genersl his diseovery |s that the pole of the eartly re-
volves about a circumference with about thirty fect ra-
dius in 427 days. This discovery, 1t is clalmed, ex-
pluins & great deal of the discrepanvies In astronomical
observations which have been disturbing astronomers

for nearly 200 years, Mr. Chandier states that lis
caniinsions have been verlfied by  observattons I
England, raunve, Germany and America,

A E——

IN. PCESUIT OF BURGILAKS.

From The Cloeazo Tribinne,

He bs o little man, and when his wite wolie him and
exciledly whispered (o Mm that thers was u an In
the kitchen he told her to let lm stuy there,

= Kut he'll get Into the dining-room aud steal all
the silver,” she sald In an underfone. “ Are Yon &
cowurd '

Well, now, perhaps he was o cowanl when 41 eume
to tockllug o barglar in the dark, bot o man 15 wolng
(o admdt thet o his wife, <o he jumped out of bed und
sidd with the best show of conrsge passilile :

S o (o the badl and see 1f 1 onn Beanr hin,"

He went out into the holl nnd ke heard Lir le
didu't expect to snd e didn't want ro, bnt he did.
There wo= some one in the house hevond all question,
nnd he wasn't purtienlarly anxions o weet him. He
didn’t think he bad much of o show with o good, hnrly
burglar, and he wes In 6 quandary until he remem
bered the speaking tube.

There was & mouthplece in the Lall and a whisile
In the klichen,

He went back fnto the bedroom and asked sharply |

= Where ure my tronsers !

“Perbnps You lind better not go down, George,”
anid his wife, ns she handed him the tronsers,

“pon't be n coward, Mury,” he returned, s he
hastlly pulled them on. =1l tench him."

« Perlinps there’s more than one,” she suggesied
nanxionsly.

=There are two or three, sure” he sald In o busi-
ness-like waoy, as he reachied for his cont to throw
over his shoulders, = bot 'm good fur them all, Mary.
1 guess You never saw me when 1 got roussd Lefore,”

“ ik, George,” she ‘ced, throwing her nems around
him u> be trled to go out of the room, = | think they
have enlled for help from (riends outside. 1 heard
thres sereeching whistles in the Kitchen just after you
wegt ont iido the hall the first time.”

« Quite likely,” he said, as he-tore himself away and
hurrled out, “ but 'l fool them all; I'm not afrald of
them,”

He returned o few minutes Inter and, as he pulled
off Lis trousers ugain, reproachiully -

“ Mary, they got warning and got away with some
cold ment. If you hadn't made sich a fss when 1
tried o muke o quiet sueak on them, I'd Lave capt-
ured (he whole gang sore.”

—_———

I'RING ICE WITH FLOWERS.

From The st. Louls Globe Democrat.
An Olivest, Florist—lee Is now used quile frecly

/

| for ihe preservation of flowers, elther for shipping or

for kecping Into or lhm;!h the wintor, and Sowprs %o
weserved cannot be distiogilshed even by an expert
rom  fresli-gathered  blooms. In special instunces
a freezing mixtors is formed by o ning <alt and
lee, and this auswems even better than the pure lea,
A general adoption of this plan ts for the |

in recent years of beautiful eut flowers ln winter, and
it has also brought the down ty within the reach
:} people who never (hought of g fowers

o

&‘u-k:

indzdnite prrlod
h‘ Ml.“ fir an i
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TOPICS IN PARIS.

————

THE EX-QUEEN OF NAPLES IN BLACK-RUS-
SIAN GRAND DUKES AND RUS
SIAN LOANS.

Paris, November 13,
The death of Baroness Wallersee g consed the
cx-Queen of Naples to exchange her well-knowa
dark blue tailor-made suit for a black one trimmed
with erape. The Baroness was simply her sister-
in-law, the wife af her eldest hrother, Prinee Louls,
of Denx Ponts in Bavaria, who renounced his
dnenl Virthright to marry this lady, who ﬂu'
vated him as she was playing on the hoards of the
Munich Thestre. Her name as & young girl was
\Mendel. She was n Jewess. The marriage teok
place when Prinee Louis was twenty-fonr and the
bride thirty. She was made a baroness by King
Max, the lover of Lola Montez, who was indnesd
to g0 to Munich as o dansense by Prinee Louis's
wife. Henrietis Mendel Lind the respeet of her
race. She it was who first opened the mind of
the Empress Elizabeth to see and feel the heanties -
of leine's poetic works. Her Lnperial Majesty was
then a romantie young girl brought up in &
free romantic way in a eastle on the shore of &
lake in the Bavarian Highlands, lsarning English
from the stablemen, and placed by ber tather} &
jovial and ecceutrie, but artistic, and in many
respects  highly endowed person, under the guar-
dinuship of o Newfoundland dog whenever she wens
oit.  The Empress has remiThed true to her early
eult of Heine, to whom she has just erectiod & monu-
ment on the top of a billin Corfu, and  planted
elimbing roses round it. Prinee Louls hud some pris
vate property, ut not mueh. s wife had means of
her own. They were faitly off, but far from
wenlthy,

The divores suit brought by Madwme Melba's
Lnsband against her and the Due ¢Orleans hag
been a sotree of deep concern to the family of thas
Prinee. Not that anything brought against hioy
is morally worse than the indiseretions of some of
his uneles, or & hLis grandfather, who bore the
sametitle that e Jdoes.  The late Duclhiesse d'Or-
leans had often too good reason to e jealous,
I know Madame Melba She has a fiae  voios
and histrionic talent on the stage. In private
life she is hardly ‘mressgting.  iles  featumes
are Jewish, save the eyes, which are small and
triangular. One often sees eves like them an
Glusgow. Her maidén pame is Mitehel, and is
one often found on rolls of Jewish congregations.
She has talent for pushing and for getting her-
self advanced, with the want of severity and
Liaridness of head which one often finds in Seutch
WO, Her father was one David Mitehel, '
an architeet, who built the Town lall of Mel-
bourne.  Her mother is a Seoteh woman, and she
hersell was brought up at & Scotch Presbytesan
sehiool,

The Ruyssian tGirend Dukes have grestly pros
longed their stay bere on their bowewand jour-
ney from San Sebostinn.  Thiy have been to call
at the Elysee, and reeeived a call in retarn from
M. Carnot. Both visite were long. M. de Freveines
pad the Finunee Minster oove alse bessy to s the
Grand Duke Viadimir, who particularly represents
the Czar. It is no seceet that the Russian Governs
meat has hoped to find money at w low mis  of
interest in France, but this expectation bas not
bwen realized.  Russin is finaneiolly ina bad way,
thongh she never repudinted her state debts,  This
genernlly is felt to be the cuse.  People may be
tempted to risk their woney when high interest is
offered. It was lwagived that thie enthusinsm
which the Cronstadt fetes called ont in Franee
waonld ennse the small eapitalists to run and invess
their savings in the new Hussiun loan.  But there
are no people in the world less likely in money

mutters to be influesced by senthwent than the
French. The pew Russion loan  will ruln
the syndicate  whieh  took it up unless

the Russian treasiry revise the terms of issue.
Attempts have been made to throw upon the Roth-
schilde the blame of failure. They hrought out
the previous Russian loans, but did ot take up this
one for two rensons. The advantages held ous
were too small, and then the Crzar has heen dis-
tingnishing himself as a Jew-baiter. Notwith-
standing, however, his persecution of the Roth-
sehild's co-religionists, the grent banking firm has
been strietly aeutrnl. It has given no sort of
aotive opposition to the loan, but has declined to
aceept any more Russiun stock fonr millards of
francs of which are alrendy held in Franee.

The ery against the Rothsehilds was cleverly gob
up. Baron Alphonse, the senior member of the
tirm, thought it worth his while to call on the Mig-
ister of Finmee and the Foreign Minister to estab.
lish his innocence. This ery foand an echo in
the course of the week in the Chinmber of Depu-
ties, when M. Laur, a Boulungist, attacked M.
Rouvier, charging him with subservience to the
Rotheehilds, and with letting him druin Freneh
gold out of the country. Though M. Laur js a
wild and insignificant pereon who had in no degree
the ear of the Chamber, the Minister thonght fis
to answer him, In doing o he felt that he would
catuse stales to fall from the eyes of the Russian
allies of France, The so-called gold drainage was
# chimers. The money in the Bank of Franee on
the day on which the Minister unswered M, Laure
smonnted 1o two milliards, 566 millions of franes,
of which one millard, 317 willions, were 1n gold,
There were of this metal 100 millions in Ingote
mure thun lny in the bank’s eellars last May, ©

The illuess of two ladies who have moved in
widely different spheres—the Duchesse de Mont-
pepsier and Mme, Grevy—are said tor be grave,
One sufters from a sharp bronchisl attack with
fever, and the other from inflammation of the
lungs. The Duchess was receatly  with  hee
danghter, the Comtess de Puris, nt Stowe, and Is
now at Madrid,  She is the younger sister of Queen
Isabella, hint hoas looked for yenrs what she alwaye
wanted to be—the elder, or at any rute to have the
advantages of primogeniture.  Her life was most
prosperous but  full of diseppointmoent M her
seven childeen only two remain.  One was the in-
teresting Queen Mercedes, the joy ol ber heart
Her son, Don Antonio, is not a source to her of
either pride or pleasure. The Queen of Portugal,
Lier granddaughter 18 in a shaky situstion, and
the Due d'Orleans is u semmnp.

Madume Grevy on the whole led, 1 dare say, # hap-
pier lile, if happiness is to be gauged by the
sum total of satisfactions of various Kind whioh
one has experienced.  Mme. Grevy was richer
and in a much better position us M. Grevy's wile
than she could have expeeted to be in girlhood,
She found much happpioess in the constunt save
ing of money, in a rouud of simple housewifely
oerupations, in  caring for hushand and
isughter, and lnstly i ber grandebildren.  The
one eloud o ler happiness, until the Wilson
pffale drove her dwshand from o Elysee
Palace, wags the idea that he and she were too old
to see their grandchildren grow up.  * Aliee (hep
dunghbter) wmarried too lute iu life,” she often
said, "for us to hope to enjoy that happiness, ™
she was a woman of no wwentul slevation, bug
kept her liend level when she was at the head of
the Executive Palace, and did not prove hersell &
reoriminative mother-in-law after she had o leuve
it. The death of M. lmw{- wis o cause of dee

rief to the faithrul sonl. M. Wilson took her ane
his wife with the gmodebilidren to Loches, neap
Tours, where he has old friends who still believe
in him. She has bieen there some weeks. Recovers
ing from inflammetion of the dings s M ., :
suus UL her uge. E. (

THE CONDIYW'TOR MAKEN A MISVAKE,

From ‘Ihe Boston Salurday Gazetie.

A ewr which left Bowdoin Square for Cam!
one duy this week, ss usual, was crowded (o lis
capacity. A Hitle, old lndy whe sat [n the coruer
the ear was much afrald she would be cardied
folk-st, FEwvery time the car stopped she bebt
and asked If she should get off there,  Just
reaching Centinl Squnre the car wos deluyved
brenkdown on the track, and the litde, lndy
cided not w walt for the obstruction W remov
D e Hnhiing gk s the oty saat W

= ng sank into 1 cupty
il of milef, scon the var -uﬂnﬂ"u anln,
w Norfolk-st, wis reoched, the neor  pu
the be'l and called the street In a loud solee,
fndy in the corner did mot move. Aodn he show
“You want to gol off
conductor to the ludy in the coruer. “J
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